f '/'  -<a* 


.\  ^i 


■mn 


liiiii 


IBliii, 


THE  LIBRARY 

OF 

THE  UNIVERSITY 

OF  CALIFORNIA 

LOS  ANGELES 


SONGS  AND  VERSES 


Songs  and  Verses 


By 

Margaret   Doake 

(Sheila) 


Printed  for  the  Author  by 

Burns    &    Oates,  Ltd. 

28  Orchard   Street,   London,    W. 
1913 


?K 


^UO^ 

j?^^Ain 

i^ii^ 

CONTENTS 

Page 

A  Voice 

I 

Coronation 

3 

Queen  Mary 

6 

Victoria  Venit 

7 

Resurgant — Consurgant 

9 

A  Caoine 

II 

In  Memoriam 

14 

The  King's  Rest 

i6 

Widowed 

19 

Gladstone 

21 

America — America ! 

24 

Benedicite 

26 

Eastertide 

28 

Unto  the  Dawn 

31 

Autumn  Leaves 

34 

The  Uplifted  Hand 

36 

On  the  Mountain-top 

38 

Sun  of  Righteousness 

40 

Sailing  South 

42 

Singer,  sing  on ! 

44 

The  Nightingale  and  the  Thorn 

46 

Friend 

48 

94. 


Page 

After  the  Storm  50 

Dreams  52 

Fatherland  53 

The  March  Wind  55 

Come  Home  58 

Little  White-Bird  60 

Sleeping  62 

Afterwards  64 

Found  Drowned  65 

The  Scent  of  the  Clover  68 

Mignonette  70 

Daffodils  72 

The  Rose  and  the  Daisy  73 

Little  Doreen  75 

Estranged  76 

The  Youth  and  the  Maiden  78 

Douglas  and  Donald  79 

An  Open  Secret  81 

A  Summer  Morning's  Chorus  83 

Esther  Bell  91 


VI 


A  Voice 


A  Voice  came  to  me  in  the  twilight  lone, 

Whisp'ring  "  Arise  and  sing  !  " — 
Ah,  why  should  the  Voice  speak  thus  to  one 

Who  is  but  a  voiceless  thing  ? 
Be  still,  O  Voice,  does  the  world  not  ring 

Of  the  singers  of  songs  divine. 
And  it  will  not  listen  howe'er  I  sing 

To  song  so  weak  as  mine  : 


There  is  no  treasure  in  all  the  earth 

That  is  left  for  me  to  bring 
To  add  to  its  infinite  music  of  mirth, 

Or  of  pain — but  the  Voice  said  "  Sing  !  " 
I  cannot  sing  and  I  cannot  soar 

On  my  weary,  drooping  wing. 
The  world  is  wide,  and  the  day  is  o'er, 

But  still  the  Voice  said—"  Sing  !  " 

"  Sing  up  to  God — Sing  up  to  Heaven, 

And  bring  the  Heavens  near. 
Sing  to  the  saints  whose  souls  are  shriven. 

It  may  be  they  will  hear. 

(I) 


Sing  with  the  banner  of  faith  unfurled, 

And  sing  with  uphfted  eyes — 
The  voice  that  has  never  been  heard  by  the  world 

May  echo  through  Paradise." 


(2) 


Coronation 
June  22,  191 1 

Awake !  arise,  O  Empire !  let  ev'ry  heart  be  gay 
As   the  ringing  of  the  happy  bells   on   this 

Coronation  Day  : 
Though  Continents  divide  us,  and  oceans  roll 

between, 
United  in  one  brotherhood  come  crown  our 

King  and  Queen  ! 

Come  crown  them  with  our  loyalty  and  crown 

them  with  our  love. 
Wreathe  them  a  crown  of  blessing  called  down 

from  Heaven  above, 
With  reverence  for  their  royal  line  and  all  their 

royal  state. 
And  with  deeper  reverence  for  the  lives  which 

goodness  hath  made  great. 

Though  on  his  wide  dominion  the  sun  may 

never  set, 
And  through  his  lonely  deserts  the  wastes  are 

trackless  yet, 

(3) 


He  owns  a  vaster  region,  unclaimed  by  map  or 

chart, 
Love  is  his  full  possession — his  throne  a  nation's 

heart. 

Though  no  homage  that  we  bring  him — no 
pomp  nor  power  can  sate 

The  infinite  deep  longing  of  a  great  soul  con- 
secrate. 

As  oil  of  his  anointing,  love's  prayers  like  frag- 
rance shed. 

May  refresh  a  weary  spirit  and  soothe  a  crown- 
tired  head. 

Crown  him  for  noblest  service — for  high  self- 
sacrifice, 

For  calm  renunciation  of  the  joys  men  dearly 
prize. 

For  strong  and  firm  endurance  in  storms  which 
life  must  bring, 

For  justice,  mercy,  wisdom — all  that  becomes  a 
King. 

Ruler  of  kings   and   nations,   to   Whom   our 

spirits  cry  ! 
Grant  to  Thy  child,  our  Monarch,  a  vision  from 

the  sky — 

(4) 


Beyond  earth's  pomp  and  splendour  a  higher, 

surer  goal. 
Where,    above    it    all,    the    thunders    of   the 

Alleluias  roll. 

And  his  shall  be  a  kingdom  that  can  never 

know  decay, 
Though  the  glory  and  the  fashion  of  this  world 

have  passed  away, 
And  a  grander  Coronation  when  he  lays  his 

sceptre  down, 
For  the  King  of  Kings  shall  crown  him  with  an 

everlasting  crown  ! 


(5) 


Queen  3\dary 

Hear  ye  what  the  bells  are  ringing 
Clear  and  near  and  far  away  ? 

Hear  ye  what  the  winds  are  winging  ? — 
"  Crown  our  little  Princess  May  !  " 

How  they  ring  and  never  weary, 
While  the  happy  Empire  sings — 

"  Crown  our  great  and  good  Queen  Mary, 
Mother  of  a  line  of  Kings  !  " 


(6) 


Victoria  Venit 

April  2nd,   1900 

Welcome  Queen-Empress  Victoria  to  Erin  ! 
Cead  mille  and  cead  mille  failthe  to  you  ! 
Long  have  we  waited  and  watched  for  your 
coming, 
With  the  love  of  the  leal  and  the  trust  of  the 
true. 

Can't  you  hear  the  glad  beat  of  the  heart  of  the 
nation, 
As  it  thrills  at  the  sound  of  your  magical  name  ? 
It  will  rise  from  the  ashes  of  sore  tribulation 
To  meet  you  and  greet  you  with  highest 
acclaim. 

Oh,  Mother  !  Queen-Mother,  our  bleeding  hearts 
turn  to  you. 
For  we  know  that  your  heart  has  been  bleeding 
with  ours, 
But  at  sound  of  your  footsteps  we  bury  our 
sorrow. 
That  your  path  may  be  bright  with  our 
sunshine  and  flowers. 

(7) 


Oh,  Mother !    Queen-Mother,  God  grant  you 
the  sunshine, 
And  incense  of  blossoms,  most  fragrant  and 
sweet — 
The  incense  and  bloom  of  a  nation's  devotion, 
With  its  emblem,  the  shamrock,  to  spring  at 
your  feet ! 

Oh,   Mother !     Queen-Mother,   when  lengthen 
the  shadows. 
May  the  sunlight  that  gilds  them  forever 
increase. 
While,  wreathed  in  your  crown  by  your  own 
Isle  of  Erin, 
Are  the  flowers  of  love  with  fruition  of  peace  ! 

Then  cead  mille,  cead  mille,  cead  mille  failthe  I 
Echo  it  far  over  mountain  and  plain, 

Thunder  it  back  from  the  land  to  the  ocean — 
Victoria  has  come  to  her  Ireland  again  ! 


(8) 


T{esurgant —  Consurgant 

^^  Farewell^  well-beloved;  here  at  last  I 
will  rest  with  thee^  and  with  thee^  in  Christy 
I  shall  rise  again." — Frogmore,  1862. 

Queen  Victoria  died  January  22nd ,  1901. 
Prince  Albert  died  December  i\thy  1861. 

I  would  call  unto  thee,  though  the  grave  has 
claimed  thee, 
But  I  know  my  calling  would  be  all  in  vain  .* 
So  farewell,  beloved,  here  at  last  I  will  rest 
with  thee. 
And  with  thee,  in  Christ,  I  shall  rise  again. 

I  would  watch  beside  thee,  nevermore  to  leave 
thee. 
To  weep  and  die  beside  thee  my  spirit  would 
be  fain, 
But  our  children  call  me,  and  my  people  claim 
me, 
And  alone  and  brokenhearted  I  must  meet 
my  life  again. 

(9) 


I  must  go  where  duty  calls  me,  I  must  tread 
the  path  appointed. 
And  dark  would  be  the  pathway,  and  hopeless 
were  my  pain. 
Did  I  not  know  that  at  last  I  shall  rest  with  thee. 
And  with  thee,  in  Christ,  I  shall  rise  again. 

Then  farewell,  well-beloved,  the  hour  has  come 
to  leave  thee. 
But  in  this  place  of  sorrow  I  consecrate  my 
pain. 
My  powers,  my  love,  my  life  until  Heaven  shall 
receive  me, 
And  with  thee,  in  Christ,  I  shall  rise  again. 

She  has  gone  where  duty  called  her,  she  has 

trod  the  path  appointed. 
And  Heaven  has  anointed  with  peace  her 

bitter  pain  ; 
And  now  farewell,  belovM,  with  him  at  last 

thou  restest. 
And  with  him,  in  Christ,  thou  shalt  rise  again. 


(ID) 


A  Caoine 

Do  you  hear   the   children   weeping   for  the 
Mother  that  has  left  them  ? — 
A  voice  of  lamentation  from  the  Islands  of 
the  Sea — 
Ah !  once  her  presence  blessed  us  and  her  wo- 
man's smile  caressed  us, 
And  in  all  the  wide  creation  there  was  none 
so  loved  as  she  ! 


Do  you  hear  the  sound  of  mourning  from  the 
eastlands  and  the  westlands, 
From   the   southlands   and   the  northlands 
across  the  surging  sea  ? — 
It  is  the  cry  of  trouble  for  a  great  Queen  and  a 
noble, 
For  in  all  the  wide  creation  there  was  none 
so  great  as  she  ! 

Have  you  left  us,  O  Beloved,  to  the  midnight 
of  our  sorrow  ? — 
Your  queenly  crown  and  sceptre  are  they 
nevermore  to  be  ? 

(II) 


She  has  laid  her  crown  and  sceptre  at  the  foot- 
stool of  the  Father, 
P'or  in  all  the  wide  creation  there  was  none 
so  good  as  she  ! 

Were  you  tired,  Queen-belovM,  of  the  solemn 
weight  of  Empire, 
And  had  your  head  grown  weary  to  wear  the 
golden  crown  ? 
(So  wisely  you  had  worn  it  and  so  grandly  you 
had  borne  it  !) 
And  your  arm  to  wield  the  sceptre  that  thus 
you  laid  them  down  ? 

Then  rest  thee,  O  beloved,  from  earthly  crown 
and  sceptre, 
We  may  read  adown  the  annals  of  ev'ry 
lustrous  line. 
But  earth  never  gave  another,  O  Queen,  O  Wife, 
O  Mother  ! 
To  shine  upon  the  ages  with  a  lustre  like  to 
thine  ! 

So  let  her  rest  undying  in  the  heart-depths  of 
her  people, 
From  life's  loud  clang  and  clamour  there 
comes  a  sweet  release, 

(12) 


And  when  ev'ning's  light  was  falling  and  Hea- 
ven's bell  was  calling 
She  passed  beyond  the  War-star  to  a  Paradise 
of  peace. 


(13) 


In  Memoriam 

The  kings  of  the  earth  do  bring  their  glory 
and  honour  into  it.     Rev.  xxi,  24 
6th-jth  May,   1 9 1  o 

At  midnight  when  the  Bridegroom  came. 
And  whispered  low  a  monarch's  name, 
He,  only,  heard  that  footstep  falling  : 
He,  only,  heard  that  solemn  calling  : 
But,  as  the  sad  night-watches  sped, 
A  cry  arose — "  The  King  is  dead  !  " 

The  sweet  May  morn  may  smile  again. 
The  world  take  up  its  old  refrain, 
But,  oh  !  — this  cheerless,  dark  to-morrow, 
Vain  love,  vain  hope,  vain  tears  and  sorrow. 
The  heavens  are  shining  overhead — 
I  only  know — my  King  is  dead  ! 

And  he  has  laid  his  sceptre  down. 
And  laid  aside  his  golden  crown  : 
O  mortal  greatness — mortal  glory  ! — 
Is  this  the  end  of  Life's  brief  story  ? 
With  bated  breath  we  bow  the  head. 
Beloved  King — beloved  dead. 

(14) 


O  do  not  say  our  King  is  dead, 

We  cannot  meet  that  Shadow  dread  : 

By  all  the  love  with  which  we  bound  him, 

By  all  the  faith  with  which  we  crowned  him, 

He  reigneth  still  from  zone  to  zone. 

Each  loyal  heart  his  royal  throne. 

O  say  no  more  my  King  is  dead, 
For,  joined  to  our  triumphant  Head, 
Beyond  love's  lonely  lamentation. 
Beyond  the  sigh  of  sorrowing  nation  ; 
Where  crowns  are  waiting — thrones  are  set. 
My  King — my  King  ! — he  liveth  yet ! 


its) 


The  Kin^s  T^st 


The  thunder  of  Kings  and  nations  has  rolled 

round  the  royal  bier. 
And  our  place  of  lamentations  has  been  watered 

with  many  a  tear. 
But  the  storm  of  the  day  is  over — at  eventide 

comes  rest. 
And  he  sleeps  in  the  arms  of  England  like  a  child 

on  its  mother's  breast. 


You  were  bom  to  the  heart  of  England,  O  child 

of  many  a  prayer  ! 
You  were  nursed  in  the  arms  of  England,  and 

your  home  has  been  always  there  ; 
Though  the  flag  of  her  mighty   Empire  be 

floating  on  every  breeze, 
The  arms  of  England  enfold  you — stretched  out 

from  the  uttermost  seas. 


And  you  have  been  ever  a  true  man,  O  brother 

man — Our  King, 
And  to  hearts  that  are  kingly  as  human  all 

hearts  that  are  human  will  cling, 


(i6) 


Then  trust  to  the  heart  of  England,  whose  heart 

to  its  depths  you  have  won, 
And  as  we  have  been  true  to  the  father,  God 

grant  we  be  true  to  the  son. 

When  there  sailed  from  the  Home  of  the  Vikings 

a  beautiful  Queen  for  you, 
She  flew  to  the  heart  of  her  England  as  if  she 

were  English  too, 
And  oh,  what  a  welcome  we  thundered  in  the 

ears  of  that  fair  young  Bride  ! — 
God  help  her  now  in  her  sorrow  when  you  are 

away  from  her  side ! 

Oh  rest  in  the  heart  of  England,  our  own  dear 

stricken  Queen, 
In  all  that  may  be  we  are  with  you — we  were 

with  you  in  all  that  has  been, 
We  have  stood  by  your  glittering  pathway 

when  that  pathway  was  strewn  with  flowers. 
We  have  smiled  with  you  in  your  gladness,  and 

all  your  griefs  have  been  ours ! 

There  is  that  in  the  heart  of  England  akin  to 

England's  King 
To  which  in  their  fears  and  sorrows  less  happy 

hearts  will  cling — 

(17) 


Oh,  England's  hand  to  the  stranger  and  her 

hand  to  her  friendly  foes, 
But  England's  heart,  forever,  to  those  whom 

she  loves  and  knows  ! 

O  King,  most  dear,  most  royal,  whom  we  have 

claimed  for  awhile, 
You  have  lived  in  the  love  of  your  Empire — 

you  have  basked  in  Heaven's  smile, 
But  your  grand  life-work  is  ended  and  now 

with  the  great  and  blest 
You  sleep  on  the  heart  of  England  like  a  child 

on  its  mother's  breast. 


(i8) 


Widowed 

When  the  teardrop  is  cradled  in  the  cloud, 
And  the  salt  wind  blows  in  from  the  sea, 

It's  then  the  sorrow  in  my  heart  cries  aloud. 
As  my  heart  cries,  asthore,  for  thee — 

For  thee  asthore,  asthore  whom  I  shall  meet  no 
more 
By  the  waves  of  the  sad,  salt  sea. 

When  the  flowers  in  the  meadow  are  a-blow, 
And  the  hedgerows  of  spring  are  green, 

And  the  south  wind  wanders  to  and  fro. 
It  is  then  that  I  lift  my  lonely  keen — 

Afar  from  human  ear,  but  the  rocks  and  valleys 
hear, 
And  the  wild  bird  listens  to  my  keen. 

When  the  ghosts  of  the  past  are  all  abroad, 
Treading  softly  in  the  silence  of  the  night. 

The  green  paths  that  long  ago  we  trod 
In  the  glimmer  of  the  wan  moonlight. 

It's  then  for  thee,  asthore,  I  am  calling  o'er  and 

o'er — 

Are  you  listening  to  me  now,  O  Heart 's- 
delight  ? 

(19) 


There's  a  welcoming  in  home  and  in  street, 
There's  a  jubilee  of  peace  after  war. 

There's  a  tramp  of  returning  feet — 
It  is  echoing  near  and  far  : 

But  far  away  from  it  all,  you  have  answered 
the  last  roll-call 
As  you  passed  to  the  heights  afar. 

There's  a  cross  in  a  southern  land 

Gleaming  white  neath  a  sorrowful  sun, 

And  a  sword  from  an  icy  hand 

That  dropped  when  the  fight  was  won : 

And  beneath  that  cross,  asthore,  lies  my  heart 
for  evermore 
Till  the  sands  of  my  life  are  run. 


(20) 


Gladstone 
1809-1898 

Wlien  the  plaudits  of  earth  are  over  and  her 

waiHng  has  died  away 
We  can  read  the  story  clearer  in  the  light  of  a 

calmer  day, 
And  the  broad,  bright  page  unfolded  to  the 

eye  of  God  and  man — 
The  life  of  the  grand  old  Leader — we  do  not 

shun  to  scan  : 

The  hush  and  the  silence  have  fallen  ;  sunk  is 

all  ancient  feud. 
Who  now  would  seek  to  chide  the  revering 

multitude  ? 
For  all  unite  to  honour  the  brilliant  long  career, 
And  fond  regrets  are  strewing,  like  immortelles; 

his  bier. 

Dear  is  the  world-wide  honour,  and  dear  are 

the  nation's  tears, 
But  these  go  by  on  the  torrent  and  flow  of  the 

rushing  years, 

(21) 


Sweet  is  the  sovereign's  tribute  to  the  heart 

of  the  fond  and  true — 
Her  broken  spirit  drinks  it  as  the  earth  the 

early  dew  : 

But  sweeter  will  be  the  guerdon  if  the  Master 

shall  say,  "  Well  done  !  " 
When  his  life  shall  stand  revealM  in  the  light 

of  the  great  White  Throne : 
And  when  she  shall  stand  beside  him  as  she 

stood  with  him  hand  in  hand 
As  he  fought  his  giant  battles  for  the  right  in 

his  fatherland — 

His  eye  like  the  eagle — Upward  !  — his  voice 

like  the  trumpet — On  ! — 
With  banner  of  freedom  floating  be  the  heights 

or  lost  or  won  : — 
*'  Liberty — Liberty,"   ever,  his   watchword  in 

the  fight 
As  onward  and  ever  onward  he  pressed  forward 

to  the  light ; 

And  at  the  last  great  conflict,  when  a  waiting 

world  drew  nigh 
To  pray  for  the  parting  spirit  and  watch  how  a 

man  could  die ; 

(22) 


No  quailing  at  that  dark  river,  but  the  confi- 
dence calm  and  sure 

Which  the  Mighty  One  vouchsafeth  to  the 
childlike  heart  and  pure. 

O  Century  that  bore  him  ! — O  world  that  he 

walks  no  more  I 
Rejoice  that  his  magical  presence  has  enriched 

this  mortal  shore  ! 
But  the  light  of  the  life  is  darkened  where  the 

sun  of  his  life  once  smiled, 
For  earth  has  resigned  her  hero,  and  God  has 

received  His  child. 


(23) 


America — America  ! 
1896 

O  Sister  enthroned  in  the  shining  West, 

With  the  evening  sun  o'erhead. 
With  the  dew  of  thy  youth  for  a  gUttering  crest, 
And  the  star-spangled  flag  brooding  over  thy 
rest, 

And  arms  of  might  outspread  : 

Hearest  thou  the  wail  from  the  purple  East 

As  it  surges  wild  and  strong  ? 
For  the  cry  of  the  Innocents'  blood  has  not 

ceased. 
And  the  wolves  are  agape  for  the  gory  feast — 

O  Land  of  the  free,  how  long  ? 

We  are  stretching  to  thee  our  shackled  hands — 

They  are  shackled  with  doubts  and  fears — 
For  phantoms  are  rising  in  ghostly  bands. 
And  we  shrink  from  the  shock  of  hostile  lands. 
And  the  guilt  of  our  country's  tears  : 

And   the   banner   of   England   may   ne'er  be 
unfurled 

(24) 


By  the  breath  of  a  broken  vow. 
So  the  passionate  prayers  by  the  victims  hurled 
Go  echoing  on  through  a  waiting  world, 

But  thou,  O  Sister,  thou  ! — 

Come !    cleaving,  cleaving  the  ocean  wave. 

As  the  eagle  cleaves  the  air ; 
There  are  those  who  fall  as  the  martyred  brave. 
There    are    those    whom    the    Heavens   have 
crowned  to  save — 

O  come  ere  the  world  despair  ! 


(25) 


Benedicite 

January^  1900 

Flower  of  the  Nation  afar  on  the  battlefield. 

Appointed  to  dare  and,  if  may  be,  to  die, 
On  through  the  turmoil  of  death  and  of  danger, 

Floating  the  banner  of  Britain  on  high  ! 
Through  the  fierce  turmoil  of  death  and  of 
danger. 

Flower  of  the  Nation  still  sacred  and  dear, 
Oh,  the  arms  that  would  shield  you,  the  hearts 
that  enshrine  you. 

Hold  you  the  same  be  you  peasant  or  peer ! 
Afar  on  the  battlefield,  flower  of  the  Nation. 

Hope  of  the  Nation,  march  on  to  the  battle- 
field ! 

Filling  the  gaps  where  the  life-blood  was 
shed. 
Joining  the  ranks  of  the  conquering  army. 

Daring  and  dying,  and  deathless,  though  dead. 
March  on,  though  no  dazzle  of  glory  awaits  you, 

No  kingdom  to  gain,  no  throne  to  o'erthrow, 
Only  the  solemn,  stern  finger  of  duty. 

Pointing  the  pathway  whereon  you  must  go. 
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March  on,  march  on,  hope  of  the  Nation  ! 
Pride  of  the  Nation  sleep  calm  on  the  battle- 
field. 

Pride  of  the  Nation  sleep  calm,  sleep  calm  ! 
All  the  sweet  mem'ries  of  home  and  of  country, 

Breathe  you  their  benison,  bring  you  their 
balm  ! 
All  the  good  Angels  that  hover  around  you. 

Lighten  your  passing  with  light  from  above, 
And  the  great  Heaven  far-arching  above  you, 

Grant  you  its  pity  and  grant  you  its  love  ! 
Sleep   calm   on   the   battlefield,   pride   of   the 

Nation  ; 
Hope  of  the  Nation  !  Flower  of  the  Nation  ! 
Sleep  calm,  sleep  calm — sleep  calm  ! 


(27) 


Eastertide 

Arise,  my  love,  my  fair  one,  arise  and  come 

away. 
The  shades  of  night  are  riven — 'tis  the  dawning 

of  the  day. 
With  the  singing  of  the  lark  on  high  the  world 

awakes  again, 
And  the  music  of  the  morning  has  stilled  the 

cry  of  pain. 

Arise  my  love,  my  fair  one — 'tis  the  dawn  of 

Easter  morn — 
The  dawn  of  light  and  liberty  for  doubting 

hearts,  forlorn, 
'Tis  the  dawning  of  a  higher  hfe,  the  rending 

of  the  tomb. 
And  the  robbing  death,  for  ever,  of  its  terror 

and  its  gloom. 


Ah,  once  Hope's  ray  burned  faintly,  the  eye  of 

Faith  was  dim. 
And  our  bitter  cup  of  sorrow  seemed  filled  up 

to  the  brim, 
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We  saw  no  white-robed  angel,  we  knew  no 

Eastertide, 
"  Lord,  if  Thou  hadst  been  here,"  our  cry, 

"  my  brother  had  not  died  !  " 

O  loving  One  and  pitiful  that  broodest  o'er  the 

sleep 
Of  these  Thy  ransomed  children  held  ever  in 

Thy  keep. 
We  know  all  is  not  ended  when  they  resign  their 

breath 
To  tread  with  Thee  death's  darksome  vale, 

O  Vanquisher  of  Death  ! 

In  the  glory  of  the  morning,  at  the  Resurrection 

Voice, 
The  old  grey  world  from  weeping  looks  upward 

to  rejoice, 
And  all  the  buds  and  blossoms,  by  winter  buried 

deep, 
Have  cast  aside  their  cerements  an  Eastertide 

to  keep 

And   these   our   dearer   treasures,    bound   by 

death's   cruel   frost. 
Deep  as  the  grave  may  hide  them — the  lovely 

and  the  lost — 
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They,  too,  shall  burst  their  fetters,  they,  too, 

from  dust  shall  rise 
To  hold  a  glorious  Easter  in  the  sunshine  of 

the  skies ; 

And  they  shall  shine  transcendent  in  robes  of 

dazzling  sheen. 
And  countenances  radiant  such  as  earth  has 

never  seen — 
Great  Lord  to  Heaven  ascended  and  seated  on 

Thy  Throne, 
Grant  this  poor  life  be  blended  with  theirs  and 

with  Thine  own  ! 


(30) 


Unto  the  Dawn 

The  night-mist  from  valley  and  hill  rolls  away 
When  the  morning  sun  has  risen, 

And  has  burst  the  bars  of  the  cloudy  gates 
Which  stood  by  his  golden  prison  : 

The  silent  mist,  as  it  upward  rolls, 

Is  lapped  as  with  tongues  of  fire. 
And  the  forms  which  peopled  the  midnight  world 

In  the  arms  of  the  morn  expire. 

Into  the  darkness  the  brightness  drifts, 

And  the  forest  dim  and  hoary. 
Where  the  shadows  hung  the  whole  night  long, 

Is  lit  with  a  sudden  glory  : 

Thus  shine  thy  forests  and  fields  dear  land — 
At  a  kiss  from  the  morning  they  waken, 

But  what  morn  shall  awaken  thee,  dear  land, 
By  the  smile  of  man  forsaken  ? 

How  shall  the  broken  spirit  rise. 

When  the  heart  with  disease  has  sickened  ? 
How  shall  thy  drooping  hopes  revive — 

Thy  feeble  pulse  be  quickened  ? 
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When  thy  sons  have  learned  to  live  and  love 
As  the  children  of  one  fond  mother, 

With  a  love  which  no  unholy  zeal, 
Nor  bigot  hate  shall  smother  : 

When  pulse  to  pulse  shall  throb,  and  heart 

To  heart  betray  its  beating, 
When  every  party  in  the  land 

To  party  sends  its  greeting  ; 

When  "  Peace  be  still  "  o'er  the  troubled  waves 
Of  Feud,  till  the  winds  are  chained. 

Shall  sound,  and  Peace  through  thy  bounds 
shall  flow 
Like  a  river  long  restrained  : 

Then  shall  a  torrent  of  sunshine  pour 

From  the  skies  whence  the  clouds  are  riven. 

Till  the  nations  wondering  pause  and  say 
"  She  basks  in  the  smile  of  Heaven  !  " 

Burst  from  the  shadows  of  night,  O  land  ! 

Cast  weakness  and  woe  behind  thee. 
And  look  away  to  the  golden  dawn 

Through  the  bitter  tears  which  blind  thee. 
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Break,  break,  O  shadows — 'twill  yet  be  thine 

To  float  on  the  fair  to-morrow 
With  a  tremulous  joy,  like  a  life  that  has  long 

Been  bathed  in  the  dews  of  sorrow. 

Thy  spirit  lives  though  thy  strength  be  nought, 
And  thy  years  are  no  longer  tender, 

It  shall  brighten  and  blaze  on  the  eyes  of  the 
world 
With  more  than  a  noontide  splendour  ! 
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Autumn  Leaves 

Autumn  leaves  are  falling — falling, 

Winter  draweth  nigh  : 
Autumn  winds  are  calling — calling — 

"  The  end  draweth  nigh  "  ; 
Is  the  thought  to  thee  appalling  ? — 

Soul ! — answer — Why  ? 

Hast  thou  drunk  in  fullest  measure 

Old  wine  and  new — 
Wine  of  life  and  self  and  pleasure, 

Though  the  days  be  few, 
Where  is  laid  thy  chief  est  treasure  ? — 

Soul ! — tell  me  true. 

Hast  thou  roamed  through  fields  forbidden, 

Where  no  fruit  springs 
Above  the  Master's  talent  hidden. 

Nor  soul  has  wings 
To  leave  its  dross  and  rise  unbidden 

To  higher  things  ? 

With  the  leaves  of  Autumn  falling, 

Yellow  and  sere. 
And  the  voice  of  Autumn  calling — 
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"  Winter  is  near  !  " 
Ere  it  pass  beyond  recalling, 
Soul — pause  and  hear  ! 

Soul — by  storms  of  passion  driven, 

And  no  anchor  cast, 
There  is  time  to  be  forgiven 

Ere  the  year  has  passed. 
And  to  soar — a  white  soul  shriven — 

Into  peace  at  last. 


(35) 


The    Uplifted  Hand 

With  light  and  joy  and  summer  the  world  was 

all  aflame. 
The  spell  of  life  was  round  me  and  death  was 

but  a  name, 
And  no  ominous  voice  forewarned  me  of  the 

tempest — but  it  came. 

Swift  as  the  winged  lightning — a  bolt  from  out 

the  blue — 
The  earthquake  and  the  whirlwind  were  on  me 

ere  I  knew, 
And  life's  secure  foundations  they  shook  and 

overthrew. 

Hurled  in  one  ghastly  moment  from  heights  of 

tranquil  bliss. 
Downward  'mid  wreck  and  chaos  I  sank  in  the 

abyss, 
O'erwhelmed  that  Love  could  mock  me  with 

horror  such  as  this. 

It  blinded  faith's  clear  vision,  it  grasped  the 
throat  of  prayer, 
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A  scared  creation  failed  me,  there  was  no  refuge 

there, 
And  it  was  Heaven's  grace,  only,  withheld  me 

from  despair. 

When,  lo  ! — as  in  a  moment  the  blight  had 

changed  to  bloom, 
Death's  fetters  burst  around  me — I  rose  as 

from  the  tomb. 
For  I  saw  God's  Hand  uplifted  o'er  the  horror 

and  the  gloom. 

O  Hand  that  brought  salvation  !   O  Voice  that 

breathed  its  peace 
O'er  storm  and  desolation,  and  bade  the  tumult 

cease, 
With  love  and  adoration  we  sing  our  glad 

release  ! 
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On  the  Mountain-top 

Fly  from  the  busy  world  away, 
Fly  to  the  mountain-top  and  pray  ; 
The  searching-time  of  the  heart  has  come. 
And  the  Lord  speaks  loud  when  the  world  is 
dumb. 

World  ! — thou  hast  spoken  to  me  too  long  ; 
World  ! — thou   hast   witched   with   thy   siren 

song — 
The  words  are  ended,  the  song  is  sung. 
And  the  idols  broken  to  which  I  clung. 

O  earthly  treasure — O  moth  and  rust ! — 
Ashes  to  ashes  and  dust  to  dust — 
Bury  it  deeply  and  kneel  on  the  sod, 
Alone  on  the  mountain-top  with  God. 

Under  the  light  of  the  wheeling  stars. 
Where  the  azure  gate  of  heaven  unbars, 
Mid  the  silent  music  of  all  the  spheres. 
That  is  sounding,  forever,  for  listening  ears  : 

Speak  to  me.  Lord,  for  Thy  servant  hears, 
Though  with  bleeding  heart  and  with  blinding 
tears, 
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And  the  tears  and  the  wounds  can  only  cease 
When  Thy  voice  speaks  pardon  and  health  and 
peace. 

Bow  down,  O  Lord,  at  my  suppliant  cry,. 
There  is  solace,  only  when  Thou  art  nigh. 
And  Thy  presence  can  make  it  Heaven  to  be 
Alone  on  the  mountain-top  with  Thee  ! 


( 39 ) 


Sun  of  Righteousness 

My  weary  long-imprisoned  soul 

With  grievous  fetters  bound, 
In  strivings  vain  to  reach  its  goal 

Sinks  fainting  to  the  ground  : 
And  all  the  wisdom  of  the  wise 

Nor  hope,  nor  gladness  brings, 
O  Sun  of  Righteousness  arise. 

With  healing  on  Thy  wings! 

For  Thou  canst  rend  the  clouds  apart, 

And  scatter  shades  of  night, 
And  o'er  the  darkness  of  my  heart 

Command  "  Let  there  be  light  !  " 
And  at  Thy  rising  darkness  flies. 

And  morning  songs  are  given. 
And  at  Thy  shining  doubting  dies. 

For  clear  is  the  light  of  Heaven. 


O  fainting  heart  be  strong  again. 
Behold  the  midnight  gone, 

O  darkened  eyeballs  closed  in  pain, 
Look  up  to  greet  the  dawn  ! — 
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My  soul  has  left  its  dreary  prison, 
For  joy  it  mounts  and  sings, 

For  the  Sun  of  Righteousness  has  risen 
With  healing  on  His  wings  ! 


(41) 


Sailing  South 


The  summer  will  set  in  a  lonely  land, 

And  the  Autumn  leaves  drop  red  ; 
And  what  joy  is  left  for  the  empty  hand 

When  the  leaves  of  life  have  been  shed  ? 
The  wind  blows  east  and  the  wind  blows  west, 

The  wind  blows  fresh  and  free, 
But  alas  and  alas,  for  the  wind  from  the  north 

That  blows  my  love  from  me  ! 


Stay,  Summer,  and  bid  him  stay. 

Autumn  tarry  awhile. 
There  is  no  summer  in  all  the  earth 

Apart  from  my  true  love's  smile  : 
The  wind  blows  east  and  the  wind  blows  west, 

The  wind  blows  eerily, 
The  wind  is  whispering  "  O  true  love. 

Let  me  sail  south  with  thee  !  " 


Summer,  sweet  Summer  !  — it  may  fade  and  die, 

It  may  die  in  a  lonely  land 
'Neath  the  autumn  tear  drops,  if  you  and  I 

May  go  forth  hand  in  hand  : 
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The  wind  blows  east  and  the  wind  blows  west ; 

The  wind  blows  fresh  and  free, 
The  wind  blows  cold  from  the  frozen  north 

But  I  sail  south  with  thee  ! 


(43) 


Singer^  sing  on  J 


f 


Sing  on,  O  singer,  though  the  day  be  dreary, 

Singer,  sing  on,  sing  on  : 
Sing  on,  sing  on,  though  dark  the  night  and  eerie. 
Sing  on,  sing  on,  O  never,  never  weary 

Singer,  sing  on,  sing  on  ! 
Sing  on  through  winter  time  of  stern  probation. 

Singer,  sing  on,  sing  on. 
Sing  on,  rememb'ring  Spring's  green  consolation 
Summer's    sweet    glory,   Autumn's  ripe   con- 
summation. 

Singer,  sing  on,  sing  on  ! 

Sing  low,  sing  sweet  to  bleeding  hearts  and 
bruised. 

Singer,  sing  sweet,  sing  low, 
Tell  them  to  mourn  no  more  for  trust  abused. 
Tell  them  to  sigh  no  more  for  love  refused, 

Singer,  sing  sweet,  sing  low  ; 
Sing  high,  sing  clear  above  the  world's  deep 
sorrow. 

Singer,  sing  on,  sing  on, 
All  light  and  joyance  from  the  sunshine  borrow. 
Sing  to  the  hopeless  of  a  glad  to-morrow, 

Singer,  sing  on,  sing  on  I 
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Singer,  sing  tenderly — the  loved  are  sleeping, 

Singer,  sing  tenderly  ; 
While  mourning  ones  their  tearful  watch  are 

keeping. 
Bid  them  weep  on  and  ease  their  hearts  with 
weeping. 
Singer,  sing  tenderly  ; 
Sing  them  of  peace  the  anguish  underlying, 

Singer,  sing  on,  sing  on, 
Of  heavenly  harvests  reaped  from  tears  and 

sighing. 
Of  light  in  darkness  and  of  life  in  dying. 
Singer,  sing  on,  sing  on  ! 


(45) 


The  Nightingale  and  the   Thorn 

O  Philomel!  O  Philomel ! 

How  sweet  thy  song  is  sounding — 
The  joy  of  life  is  on  its  swell, 

And  all  the  night's  resounding. 

Trill  on,  trill  on  with  joyous  zest ; 

"  Ah,  false  the  notes  are  ringing, 
A  cruel  thorn  is  at  my  breast, 

And  pierces  while  I'm  singing. 

"  'Tis  when  the  heart  is  glad  and  gay 

The  music  is  completest, 
O  take  the  piercing  thorn  away. 

And  I  will  sing  my  sweetest !  " 

O  Philomel !  O  Philomel ! 

How  changed  is  thy  singing. 
No  more  thy  throat's  ecstatic  swell. 

And  voice  celestial  ringing  : 

From  couch  of  odorous  repose. 
Fling  out  thy  faint  notes  clearer  : 

"  Nay,  take  away  the  dewy  rose — 
The  thorn  to  me  is  dearer  ! 
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"  'Tis  when  the  heart  is  pierced  with  pain. 

The  music  is  completest, 
So  will  I  choose  the  thorn  again. 

That  I  may  sing  my  sweetest !  " 


(47) 


Friend 

O  Friend,  that  I  knew  not  as  friend, 
It  is  now  that  I  clasp  your  hand, 
But  only  your  spirit-hand, 
Stretched  out  from  the  spirit-land. 
When  the  years  of  life  have  an  end. 

And  the  years  have  been  but  as  a  day, 

Too  short  for  the  sweet  amend. 
Too  short  for  the  answer  of  Yea  for  a  Nay, 

That  should  have  been  yours,  O  Friend ! 
But  I  know  you  will  hear  me  far  up  and  away. 
And  I  know  you  will  listen  to  all  that  I  say. 
And  I  know  you  will  love  me  for  ever  and  aye; 

O  Friend  that  I  knew  not  as  friend  ! 

And  when  the  night  is  gone. 

And  I  shall  have  entered  forever, 
The  regions  of  peerless  dawn, 

O  never,  and  never,  and  never  ! 
Through  all  the  ages  to  come. 
Shall  the  voice  of  my  soul  be  dumb. 
To  the  soul  that  is  wooing  me  home, 
The  soul  of  my  absent  friend. 
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And  at  last  when  I  clasp  your  hand, 
When  I  clasp  your  spirit-hand, 
Stretched  out  in  the  spirit-land, 
I  shall  clasp  it  for  ever  and  ever, 
O  Friend  that  I  knew  not  as  friend  ! 


(49) 


After  the  Storm 


O  Heart  of  my  heart,  and  O  Life  of  my  life ! 

O  my  Love  !   we  have  parted  in  pain, 
In  the  darkness  of  night,  'mid  the  elements' 
strife. 

In  a  tempest  of  wind  and  of  rain  ; 
And  a'batingof  breath,  and  a  battling  with  death 

In  the  surging  of  pitiless  seas — 
O  Heart  of  my  heart !  and  O  Life  of  my  life. 

You  were  blessed  with  God's  peace  amidst 
these ! 

But  the  gray,  solemn  dawn  struggles  out  from 
the  storm. 

And  the  sun  he  upriseth  again, 
O  Heart  of  my  heart !  and  0  Life  of  my  life. 

For  me  he  upriseth  in  vain  ! 
For  the  great,  empty  world  whirleth  wind  in  its 
track. 

And  life  it  confronts  me  aglare, 
O  Heart  of  my  heart,  and  O  Life  of  my  life, 

'Tis  in  vain  that  I  seek  for  you  there  ! 

O  vainly  at  dark  and  O  vainly  at  dawn. 
And  oh,  vainly  by  land  and  by  sea, 
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For  in  darkness  and  mystery  their  secret  they 
keep. 
And  restore  you,  ah,  never ! — to  me. 
But — past  midnight  and  tempest,  past  darkness 
and  dawn. 
Where  the  seeker  seeks  never  in  vain, 
O  Heart  of  my  heart,  and  O  Life  of  my  hfe ! 
O  my  Love  I  shall  find  you  again  ! 


(51) 


Dreams 

There  is  a  land — a  distant  land  and  lovely. 
Of  smiling  valleys,  dancing  mountain  streams, 

I  shall  revisit  that  dear  land  of  childhood, 
Only  in  dreams — only  in  dreams  ! 

There  is  a  shadowy  band  of  absent  faces, 
Soft,  silent  shades  with  which  fond  fancy  teems  ; 
Stay  with  me  evermore  oh  loved  and  parted. 
If  but  in  dreams — if  but  in  dreams  ! 

There   is   a   voice — a  voice  whose   tones   are 
deathless. 
Sweeter  than  angels'  song  to  me  it  seems. 
The  echoes  breathe  from  that  long-silent  music. 
Through   all  my   dreams — through   all  my 
dreams. 

O  lovely  land  !  O  sweet  and  shadowy  faces  ! 

O  Heavenly  voice  and  all  my  soul  esteems  ! 
Speak  to  my  waiting  heart  of  glad  re-union. 

Beyond  my  dreams — beyond  my  dreams  ! 
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Fatherland 

0  Fatherland  !   O  Fatherland  ! 

1  call  to  thee  from  stranger-strand, 
I  hear  the  moan  of  stranger  seas, 

I  catch  the  wistful,  wand'ring  breeze. 
And  breathe  the  breath  of  balmy  air. 
And  gaze  on  scenes  supremely  fair, 
And  mountains  towering  wild  and  grand. 
Far,  far  from  thee,  O  Fatherland  ! 


But  yet  from  thee,  oh.  Fatherland, 
No  belt  of  earth,  nor  ocean-band. 
Nor  flight  of  time,  nor  chasm  of  space. 
Nor  joy  of  life,  nor  death's  embrace, 
Can  part  the  soul  that  dwells  afar 
With  thee,  beyond  the  evening  star  ; 
To  thee  my  heart,  for  thee  my  hand, 
O  Fatherland  !   O  Fatherland  ! 


O  Fatherland  !   O  Fatherland  ! 

The  gulf  of  time  and  space  is  spanned. 

And  happy  bells  of  home  once  more 

Ring  loud  and  sweet  from  that  dear  shore ; 
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And  past  the  mountains  and  the  seas. 
Beyond  the  birthplace  of  the  breeze. 
Behold  a  boundless,  shining  strand — 
O  Fatherland  !    O  Fatherland  I 


(54) 


The  March   Wind 

The  mountain  is  discrowned  of  its  crown  of 

snows, 
Down  the  hill  and  down  the  hollow  the  March 
wind  blows, 
From  many  hidden  nooks 
Bubbles  up  a  sound  of  brooks, 
And  red  upon  the  river  the  sunset  glows. 


The  March  wind  blows  !  The  March  wind  blows, 
With  all  its  ancient  vigour  as  the  parched  earth 
knows. 
To  clear  the  way  for  summer, 
That  sweet  and  certain  comer. 
When  the  hedges  are  in  blossom  and  the  green 
grass  grows. 

Yet  oh,  but  March  has  a  keen  and  cruel  breath. 
And  March  is  a  time  of  withering  and  death, 
For  March  winds  never  blew 
Without  piercing  through  and  through, 
They  are  garlanded  with  flowers,  but  a  dagger's 
hid  beneath  ! 
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The  March  winds  blow  !  The  March  winds  blow 
Through  all  the  pleasant  places  where  the  Spring 
flowers  grow, 
They  blow  to  blight  and  wither, 
Hither  tossing  them  and  thither — 
Flowers  which  fade  before  the  summer  which 
they  ne'er  shall  know. 

Yet  are  there  spots  where  pale  primroses  rise. 
With  their  green,  green  leaves  and  their  smiling 
eyes. 
From  quiet  sheltered  places, 
Where  the  storm  has  left  not  traces. 
All  aglow  in  the  red  sunset  they  look  upward 
to  the  skies. 

They  hear  a  whisper  only,  tender  and  low, 
For  the  rough  wind  is  stayed  when  the  east 
winds  blow. 
And  if  it  blow  they  hear  not. 
Or  if  they  hear  they  fear  not. 
Above  them  the  boughs  are  moved — they  move 
not  below. 

Is  there  a  life  whereon  no  March  wind  blows  ? 
Is  there  a  human  heart  which  no  grief  knows  ? 
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In  which,  when  winds  have  blown, 
In  which  ere  grief  has  flown, 
No  green  and  pleasant  verdure  in  the  waste 
land  grows  ? 

Blow,  blow  March  winds,  withering  and  drear. 
While  a  voice  on  your  blast  repeats  "  Summer  is 
near." 
Come  hail  and  driving  rain, 
Come  keen  and  cutting  pain. 
While  a  voice  in  the  heart  repeats,  "  Summer  is 
here !  " 

I  shall  not  shrink  from  the  grip  of  pain, 
I  shall  not  shiver  in  the  wind  and  rain 
If  they  leave  me  when  they  go 
With  a  heart  as  pure  as  snow, 
A  heart  whereon  the  dust  of  earth  has  left  no 
stain. 
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Come  Home 

"  Come  home  !    come  home  !  "  It  rang  across 
the  meadows, 

And  startled  the  twilight ; 
A  child  was  playing  in  the  purple  shadows, 

Unmindful  of  the  night. 


He  left  the  river  and  the  silent  meadows 

At  that  "  Come  home  !    Come  home  !  " 
And  shouted  cheerily  up  through  the  shadows, 
"  Father,  I  come — I  come  !  " 


Across  the  hills  they  took  their  way  together — 

Since  then  'tis  many  years, 
And  I  have  seen  no  more  of  child  or  father, 

Yet  ringeth  in  my  ears — 


"  Come  home,  come  home,"  and  when  the  pure 
stars  glisten 

Upon  the  fields  on  high, 
I  hear  a  voice,  and  hush  my  heart  to  listen. 

Steed  softly  from  the  sky. 
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Is  it  the  music  of  the  far-off  Heaven, 
That  sweet  "  Come  home,   come  home  ?  " 

Oh,  lowly,  loving  be  the  answer  given — 
"  Father,  I  come  !    I  come  !  " 
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Little   White-'Bird 

Two  little  heads  in  the  doorway, 

And  one  little  face  at  the  pane. 
Waiting  to  welcome  the  wanderer 

In  from  the  wind  and  rain  ; 
Jacky  and  Jill  in  the  doorway. 

And  little  White-Bird  at  the  pane. 
Children  of  light  and  summer, 

What  reck  they  of  wind  and  rain  ? — 
Save  that  it  drives  the  wanderer 

Back  to  his  home  again. 

But  Summer  has  passed  with  its  blossoms. 

And  Autumn  with  golden  grain, 
And  little  White-bird  is  fading 

In  a  Winter  of  mould  and  rain  ; 
Oh,  for  a  breath  of  the  springtime  I 

And  oh,  for  a  wind  from  the  sea  ! 
And  oh,  to  be  gathering  wild  flowers 

With  my  little  one  out  on  the  lea — 
Hasten,  oh  hasten  summer 

To  little  White-bird  and  me  ! 

But  the  little  one's  angel  is  waiting. 
And  the  little  one  smiles  to  go — 
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Bear  her  up  gently,  O  Angel, 

While  we  are  weeping  below  ! 
From  the  sea  a  sweet  south-wind  is  blowing. 

And  Summer  is  here  again. 
But  little  White-bird,  forever, 

Is  gone  from  the  window-pane — 
O  little  White-bird  up  in  Heaven, 

Smile  down  from  the  window-pane  ! 
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Sleeping 

Lovely  Nona  lies  asleep 

Underneath  the  daisied  grass. 
Where  the  bending  willows  weep, 

And  the  sighing  night-winds  pass  ; 
Blue  the  curtains  overhead. 

Sweet  the  flowers  and  cool  the  shade, 
Soft  and  quiet  is  her  bed 

As  befits  a  weary  maid. 


One  whom  Nona  loved  had  gone, 

Sailing  on  the  stormy  sea, 
Many  suns  had  set  and  shone. 

Never,  never  back  came  he. 
Lovely  Nona  could  not  rest, 

Could  not  sleep  by  night  nor  day. 
For  a  pain  was  at  her  breast 

Nought  but  death  could  chase  away. 

Lovely  Nona's  heart  was  given 
With  a  love  which  never  dies 

Angel  Death  flew  down  from  Heaven, 
Stilled  her  heart  and  sealed  her  eyes. 
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Kingdoms  may  arise  and  fall, 
Many  suns  shall  rise  and  set, 

Many  changes  come  to  all — 
Nona  never  will  forget : 

But  she  will  not  mourn  again 
If  his  coming  should  be  late. 

Though  she  loves  him  now  as  then. 
If  he  tarry  she  can  wait. 
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Afterwards 


When  we  wreathe  cold  brows  with  laurel 

Of  a  reverence  too  late-born, 
Kiss  the  hem  of  the  apparel 

That  in  life  was  smirched  with  scorn  : 

And  we  pour  our  costliest  treasure 
On  some  head  once  bowed  with  pain, 

Whilst  we  doled  in  stinted  measure 
Love  that  should  have  fallen  like  rain  ; 

Can  the  holy  dead  perceive  us 
With  their  large,  all-seeing  eyes  ? 

Do  their  great,  calm  hearts  forgive  us, 
And  accept  the  sacrifice  ? 

Will  the  touch  of  our  demerit 

On  their  white  robes'  glistening  sheen 

Link  us,  spirit  unto  spirit, 
In  the  mystery  between  ? 

Holy  dead — no  more  attainted 
At  the  world's  unjust  assize. 

Will  they — glorified  and  sainted — 
Yet  accept  its  sacrifice. 
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Found  Drowned 

Down  among  the  reeds  and  rushes, 
Where  the  cattle  stop  to  drink. 

Underneath  the  hazel  bushes, 
Close  beside  the  river's  brink ; 

Just  as  she  had  slowly  drifted 
Down  the  current — there  she  lay 

With  her  calm,  white  face  uplifted 
To  the  broad  light  of  the  day  : 

With  her  eyes  no  more  unclosing. 
Death's  seal  set  upon  her  face, 

On  his  icy  breast  reposing 

In  a  long,  long  locked  embrace  ; 

What  to  this  dark  fate  consigned  her  ? 

Who  is  she — whence  has  she  come  ? 
They  know  not  who  did  but  find  her 

Lying  drowned  and  far  from  home. 

Here  but  yester-eve  the  thrushes 
Carolled,  careless,  overhead. 

And  to-day  among  the  rushes 
Lies  a  woman — cold  and  dead. 
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Reeds  and  rushes  for  her  pillow, 
And  such  pillow  hardly  won, 

While  above  the  weeping  willow 
Kindly  shades  her  from  the  sun. 

Nought  is  here  in  death  appalling, 
Fair  she  has  been  and  is  now, 

With  a  wreath  of  dark  hair  falling 
Dripping  from  a  sad,  sweet  brow. 

But  the  closed  eyes  are  appealing, 
Though  the  heart  has  long  been  cold, 

And  the  dead  face  is  revealing 
What  the  tongue  has  never  told. 

Oh,  we  read  too  true  a  history. 

By  her  history  unbelied  ; 
How  she  lived  is  more  a  mystery 

Than  the  mystery  why  she  died  ! 

Softly  were  the  night-winds  blowing. 
Soundly  was  the  world  asleep. 

Softly  was  the  river  flowing 
O'er  its  bed  so  dark  and  deep  ; 
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While  the  water-nymphs  were  calling 
To  her  from  the  depths  below, 

Did  she  hear  no  solemn  whisper — 
"  Daughter — daughter,  do  not  go  !  " 

Soothingly  the  siren  river 
Whispered  to  her  soul  of  rest. 

With  a  sigh,  a  prayer,  a  shiver, 
Sank  she  down  upon  its  breast. 

From  our  eyes  the  end  is  hidden, 
But  hope  fails  not  with  her  breath. 

Though  she  passed  alone,  unbidden. 
Through  the  shadowy  gates  of  death  : 

It  may  be  that  Christ,  her  Saviour 

Met  her  on  the  other  side. 
Saying — "  Child,  could  I  condemn  thee. 

When  for  thee  I  lived  and  died !  " 
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The  Scent  of  the   Clover 

I  wandered  through  fields  of  fragrant  clover, 
My  heart  was  full  of  love  and  song, 

For  one  was  beside  me — my  true  lover, 
And  love  was  sweet  and  life  was  long  ; 

0  Life  and  O  Song,  and  O  scent  of  the  clover 
In  the  sunlight  ray  and  the  starlight  gleam  ! 

1  did  not  see  the  dark  shadows  hover. 
Nor  know  it  was  all  a  dream — a  dream. 

The  magic  and  song  of  life  are  over. 

For  love  was  sweet  but  love  was  vain, 
And  through  the  fields  of  fragrant  clover 

We  two  shall  never  walk  again. 
O  !  plaintive  and  wild  is  the  cry  of  the  plover. 

And  bare  and  brown  the  grasses  grow, 
And  the  raindrop  soaks  and  the  dead  leaves  cover 

The  place  where  my  love  and  my  hopes  lie  low 

And  ever  and  ever  the  shadows  hover, 
And  ever  and  ever  I  dream  my  dream 

Of  the  life  and  the  song  and  the  scent  of  the 
clover 
In  the  sunlight  ray  and  the  starlight  gleam. 
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O  life  and  O  song,  and  O  scent  of  the  clover, 
And  O  love — have  they  all  been  in  vain — in 
vain  ? 

No,  Heav'n  is  before  me  and  my  true  lover. 
And  we'll  meet  again — we'll  meet  again  ! 
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Mignonette 

In  a  wilderness  of  flowers 
Idly  passed  the  sunny  hours, 
Roses,  pansies,  lilies  white. 
Made  the  garden  a  delight  ; 
But  on  one  my  heart  was  set — 
Lowly,  lovely  Mignonette. 

From  her  home  upon  the  ground 
Breathing  fragrance  all  around. 
Swinging  incense,  honey-sweet. 
From  its  censers,  round  my  feet ; 
Warm  with  sunshine,  dewy— wet- 
Tears  and  smiles  of  Mignonette. 

"  Mignonette,  a  Httle  while 
I  would  see  the  lihes  smile, 
I  would  watch  the  roses  blow." 
Then  returned  from  wand'rings  slow. 
Brighter  flowers  around  me  shone. 
But — the  mignonette  was  gone  ! 

Mignonette,  those  happy  hours, 
Passed  amid  those  garden  bowers, 
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Come  to  me  in  after  years 
With  a  rush  of  sudden  tears. 
Memory  enshrines  you  yet, 
Lost  and  lovely  Mignonette  ! 

Mignonette,  this  lay  may  reach 
Farther  than  the  range  of  speech, 
Singing  songs  I  left  unsung, 
Striking  chords  I  left  unstrung, 
Whispering  "  He  will  ne'er  forget 
Loved  and  lovely  Mignonette." 

Mignonette,  I  sing  it  now 
With  the  laurels  on  my  brow, 
But  to  wear  you  for  a  crown 
I  would  cast  my  laurels  down, 
For  my  heart  enshrines  you  yet, 
Darling,  darling,  Mignonette  ! 
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Daffodils 


Dear  March  days  when  the  daffodils  blow, 
Whisp'ring  and  waving  to  and  fro  ; 
Under  a  bright  or  a  windy  sky 
Daffodils  whisper — and  you  and  I ! 
Under  the  boughs  of  the  branching  trees, 
Whisper  daffodils,  whisper  breeze, 
As  we  pledge  our  pledges  of  love  and  truth 
When  life  is  fair  in  the  Land  of  Youth  I 

Daffodils  glow  'neath  the  glowing  sun, 
Daffodils  dream  when  the  day  is  done. 
Under  the  fading  daffodil  sky 
Daffodils  dreaming — and  you  and  I ! 
Dream  on,  0  dreamers  !   The  golden  haze 
That  enwraps  the  dream  of  the  dreamer  always 
Must  pale  and  pass  as  the  world  awakes. 
Then  dream,  dream  on,  till  the  morning  breaks  ! 
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The  Rose  and  the  Daisy 

Tell  me,  Rose,  of  the  bloom  and  blush, 
And  the  fragrant  breath  and  sweet, 

Hast  thou  a  thought  in  the  night's  soft  hush, 
Of  the  Daisy  dead  at  thy  feet  ? 

For  the  withered  daisy,  with  white-fringed  lid, 
Sleeps  low  in  the  cool,  green  grass. 

And  the  warm  wind  playing  the  roseleaves  amid 
Breathes  o'er  it  a  gentle  Mass. 

Once  it  was  all  the  sweet  springtime. 
With  the  sweet  spring  flowers  in  blow. 

And  a  wind  from  the  west,  with  a  tender  rhyme, 
Went  whispering  to  and  fro. 

It  breathed  on  the  daisy's  dreaming  eyes 
With  the  warmth  of  its  honied  kiss, 

And  the  daisy  woke  with  a  sweet  surprise 
To  a  life  of  rapturous  bliss. 

But  summer  came,  and  a  red,  red  rose 
Looked  up  with  a  smile  to  the  sun. 

And  the  west  wind  chose  her  heart  for  repose. 
And  the  daisy's  life  was  done. 
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Bloom  on,  oh  rose,  of  the  rich  perfume, 
While  the  west  wind  woos  tenderly, 

Sleep  on,  sweet  daisy,  in  grassy  tomb, 
And  soft  stars  shine  o'er  thee  ! 
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Little  TDoreen 

O  little  Doreen — O  little  Doreen  ! — 
Your  form  was  the  fairest  that  ever  was  seen : 
Your  voice  was  the  sweetest  that  ever  was  heard 
As  you  flitted  about  like  some  joyous  bird. 

O  little  Doreen — O  little  Doreen — 
When  I  came  long  ago  to  your  bower  so  green, 
With  your  joyous  laugh  and  your  joyous  trill, 
You  wound  me  and  bound  me  at  your  sweet  will ! 

The  sun  is  darkened  where  once  it  shone. 
The  green,  green  leaf  from  the  bower  is  blown, 
No  fairy  form  is  ever  seen, 
There  is  only  the  mem'ry  of  little  Doreen  ! 

The  young  bird  leaves  the  parent-nest. 
And  weary  and  vain  is  the  lover's  quest ; 
Oh,  the  sweet  long  ago,  and  the  sweet  "  might- 
have-been  " — 
Come  back,  oh,  come  back  to  me,  Little  Doreen  ! 
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Estranged 

Who  would  have  dreamed  that  the  moment 

When  the  first  shadow  fell, 
Could  have  omened  a  parted  future, 

And  a  final  "  fare-you-well  "  ? 
Who  could  have  dreamed  of  the  drifting 

Of  two  true  lives  apart, 
And  their  cold  isolation 

Who  once  beat  heart  to  heart  ? 


The  bud  bursts  forth  to  the  sunshine. 

From  its  iron  bands  of  frost, 
Never  a  fibre  broken, 

And  never  a  leaf  has  been  lost  : 
The  sun  that  went  down  in  shadow 

Will  rise  on  a  fairer  day. 
But,  alas,  for  the  soul's  returning, 

When  the  fire  has  died  away  ! 

Our  sun  that  has  set  in  shadow. 

In  shadow  must  still  remain, 
And  the  frost  in  which  fate  has  bound  us 

Can  never  be  thawed  again. 
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The  songbird  returns  to  the  woodland, 
And  spring  to  the  flowery  dell, 

But  you  and  I  had  parted 
Ere  ever  we  said  farewell. 
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The  Youth  and  the  Maiden 

The  summer  night  was  warm  and  dank, 
The  air  with  sweets  was  laden, 

As  wandered  by  the  river's  bank 
A  loving  youth  and  a  maiden. 

No  sound  save  some  belated  bird 
Its  homeward  journey  winging, 

Or,  by  the  dewy  stillness  stirred, 
The  sweet  night-warbler  singing. 

"  I  pledge  my  troth,"  the  lover  cried, 
"  And  nought  but  death  shall  sever  ! 

The  maid  clung  closer  to  his  side, 
And  whispered  low,  "  Forever." 

The  war  is  o'er  :   O  happy  shore  ! 

The  air  with  Peace  is  laden  ; 
He  seeks  the  trysting  place  once  more— 

But  where  is  the  fickle  maiden  ? 
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T)ouglas  and  T)onald 

I  had  two  lovers,  strong  and  stalwart. 

Who  walked  wi'  me  by  the  ocean  shore, 
But  their  words  to  me  were  so  fond  and  foolish, 

I  said  I  could  listen  to  them  no  more  : 
Sometimes  'twas  Douglas  and  sometimes  'twas 
Donald, 

Told  his  tale  of  love  till  the  day  was  o'er. 
But  I  only  laughed  at  the  simple  wooers. 

And  said  they  must  tell  me  such  tales  no  more. 
Douglas  and  Donald,  Douglas  and  Donald  ! 
I  said  you  must  tell  me  such  tales  no  more  ! 

Sweet  and  fleet  are  the  days  of  summer, 

Fleeting  and  flying  away — away. 
And  the  sky  was  red  with  an  autumn  sunset. 

As  a  ship  came  sailing  across  the  bay  ; 
And  the  wind  swept  down  from  the   purple 
mountain. 

And  the  waves  rolled  upon  the  rocky  shore. 
Calling,  "  Douglas  and  Donald  be  wafted  over. 

For  she  says  she  can  listen  to  you  no  more. 
Douglas  and  Donald  !   Douglas  and  Donald  ! 

She  says  she  can  listen  to  you  no  more  !  " 
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"  Listen,"  said  Douglas,  and  "  Listen,"   said 
Donald, 
"  Hark  how  the  winds  and  the  waters  cry. 
Sure  'tis  the  story  of  hopeless  lover, 

Sighing  and  crying  "  Good-bye — Good-bye  !  " 
O  sadly  and  swiftly  came  the  parting. 

And  I  stand  alone  on  the  ocean  shore. 
Sighing  "  Come  back  Douglas,  and  come  back 
Donald  !  " 
But  Douglas  and  Donald  came  back  no  more  ; 
Crying  "  Come  back  Douglas,  and  Come  back 
Donald  !  " 
But  Douglas  and  Donald  came  back  no  more  ! 
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*An   Open  Secret 


You  may  stop  yer  legislation 

For  this  poor  disthressful  nation, 
Shure  the  like  of  that's  no  use  at  all,  at  all ; 

But  I'll  whisper  you    a  secret 

If  ye'll  promise  not  to  keep  it — 
It's  the  climate  and  the  praties  does  it  all ; 

For  the  climate  is  so  tryin'. 

An'  no  bacon  for  the  fryin' 
When  the  blight  comes  on  the  praties  in  July  ; 

So  it  stands  to  human  nathur 

That  a  wee  drop  of  the  craythur 
Is  the  handiest  bit  o'  comfort  one  can  try. 

Then  wid  dhrink  an'  wid  the  hunger. 

Do  you  think  it's  any  wondher 
That  the  likes  of  us  goes  by  ourselves  at  whiles  ? 

But  I'll  tell  you  what  would  cure  us, 

And  the  best  way  to  allure  us. 
An'  coax  our  discontentment  into  smiles — 

(But  if  Parliament  should  hear  it 
It's  ten  to  one  they'll  jeer  it, 
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An'  they'll  think  it's  me  has  got  the  purtycheek, 
Let  the  King  make  proclamation 
That  in  each  hut  of  the  nation 

There  must  be  a  smokin'  sirloin  once  a  week  : 

Then  the  clever  politicians 
Would  be  findin'  the  provisions, 
An'  the  counthry  would  be  roarin'  with  good 
cheer, 
Och  to  hear  the  patriots  chaffin'. 
An'  the  common  people  laughin' — 
Why  the  baste,  herself,  would  laugh  could  she 
but  hear  ! 

There'll  be  some  that  will  be  whingin' 

At  the  subject's  rights  infringin', 
But  don't  heed  the  like  of  that  at  all,  at  all. 

For  what's  the  use  of  leavin'  us 

With  any  Irish  grievances 
When  a  bit  of  Christmas  beef  would  cure  them 
all! 
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kA  Summer   3Vlornings  Chorus 

Who  sleeps  with  his  window  open 
All  through  the  summer  night, 
Will  know  what  a  chorus  greets  him 
With  the  first  faint  flush  of  light. 

Who  has  passed  the  night  in  fever, 

And  sleeplessness  and  pain, 
Will  rejoice  when  the  world  awakens 

To  light  and  song  again. 

Oh,  were  it  but  the  summer, 

As  summer  it  may  not  be, 
I  could  sing  you  the  wondrous  chorus 

The  birds  have  sung  to  me  ! 

But  the  summer  is  gone,  and  the  autumn 

Is  yellowing  all  the  green. 
And  the  songs  of  the  birds  in  the  branches 

Are  among  the  things  that  have  been  ! 

Yet  sometimes  out  of  the  silence 

I  fancy  an  echo  is  borne, 
And  it  seemeth  to  me  like  the  echo 

Of  the  voice  of  the  summer  morn. 
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And  I  hear  the  song  of  the  blackbird 

As  I  heard  it  a  while  ago, 
In  the  month  when  the  leaves  are  a  tender 
green, 

And  the  early  roses  blow. 

Where  is  a  song  than  the  blackbird's 

More  mellow,  bold  and  clear  ? 
A  nobler  song  than  the  blackbird's 

Say  who  would  wish  to  hear  ? 

I  heard  him  sing  one  morning, 

Long  ere  the  clock  struck  three. 
Leader  of  all  the  feathered  choir. 

He  sang,  and  thus  sang  he  : — 

"  Down  in  the  dim  wood 

Sleepeth  the  wind, 
Softly  in  night's  embrace 

Morning  is  twined  ; 
Not  yet  the  sunrise. 

Brightens  the  sky, 
But  'tis  all  sunshine 

When  thou  art  nigh. 
Sleep  if  thou  wilt,  love — 

I  am  awake  ; 
I  could  wake  always 

And  sing  for  thy  sake. 
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Oh,  the  long,  long  light  of  the  summer  night ! 

Oh,  the  joy  of  the  summer  day  ! 
By  day  and  night  in  my  wild  delight 

I  could  sing  my  soul  away, 
Half  the  world  is  sleeping. 

Half  the  world  is  singing, 
Half  the  world  is  keeping 

Holiday  and  ringing 
Joyous  chimes  for  the  summer  times  ; 
For  the  morning  dew 

On  the  opening  flowers. 
For  the  life  anew 

That  falls  with  the  showers, 
In  the  babbling  brooks,  for  the  shady  nooks. 

For  the  streams  that  flow  in  the  wildernesses. 
For  the  lights  that  glow, 

For  the  love  that  blesses. 
Wakes  the  sleeping  world  at  a  call. 
Smiles  at  its  rapture  and  cares  for  all !  " 

Sang  a  thrush  upon  a  tree — 

"  Sweet  the  breath  of  morn  to  me. 

Sweet  the  flowers  with  drowsy  eyes, 

Sweet  the  dim  light  in  the  skies, 

By  and  bye  the  sun  shall  arise  and  beat 

A  march  round  the  world  with  his  fiery  feet ; 
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But  I'll  seek  the  cool  shade 
Where  the  shadows  lie, 
And  the  tree-tops  are  laid 

Against  the  sky  : 
There  I'll  sing,  sing,  sing, 

While  the  green  woods  ring ; 
The  branches  shall  thrill  with  delight. 

And  the  leaves  with  joy  be  stirred — 
Who  would  not  sit  upon  a  bough, 

And  sing,  and  be  a  bird  ?  " 

"  Cuckoo  !     Cuckoo !  " 
She  called  as  she  flew 
Across  the  dewy  lawn,  "  Cuckoo  !  Cuckoo  !  " 

And  she  was  gone. 

Up  rose  the  lark  with  a  start  and  a  bound, 

And  soared  into  the  sky  ; 
"  Scenes  of  the  earth,"  he  sang  "Awhile, 

Goodbye,  goodbye,  goodbye  !  " 

"  I  have  left  my  nest  in  yon  green,  green  field, 

I  have  left  my  birdlings  four  ; 
Their  eyes  are  in  softest  slumber  sealed, 

But  I  can  sleep  no  more. 
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Sleep  I  when  all  beauty  wakes, 
Sleep — on  this  dew-crowned  morn  ! 
I  will  sing,  I  will  soar,  I  will  sing  and  rejoice 
That  ever  I  was  born  ! 


"  Home  of  the  ether  I  bid  thee  hail ! 

Land  of  the  rising  sun, 
Without  waft  of  wind  or  speed  of  sail 

Thy  glittering  heights  are  won. 
The  gleam  of  the  stream 
Is  as  faint  as  a  dream, 
Like  a  dream  are  the  hills  and  woods  ; 

The  valleys  look  grim, 

And  the  rivers  dim. 
And  the  mountains  are  crested  with  hoods  ; 

Here,  here,  for  ever  here. 

Above  all  hope  and  beyond  all  fear. 

Where  darkness  dies 

In  the  sun-bright  skies, 
Where  no  sound  is  of  sad  farewells, 
And  mourning  birds  pipe  in  no  dells  ; 
No  cruel  net,  no  fowler's  snare 
In  all  the  skies  spread  anywhere  ; 
Where  the  shades  of  night  by  the  sun  are  riven. 
So  far  from  earth  and  so  close  to  heaven — 
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Might  I  dwell,  might  I  dwell, 
I  could  bid  farewell 
To  the  sleeping  shadows 
On  the  far-off  meadows. 
To  the  passing  dreams. 
To  the  fading  beams, 

Of  the  fading  earth  : 
To  the  murmuring  streams 
Which  flow  to  the  sea. 
To  the  time  which  is  lost  in  eternity  ; 
All  are  changing,  but  this  is  sure  : 
All  shall  fade  in  a  while  and  be  gone. 
But  this  shall  for  ever  endure — 
Alone,  alone  !  " 


Thus  did  the  birds  sing  and  rejoice  : 
I  heard  but  one  with  plaintive  voice 
Lamenting  ever  and  again — 
It  was  a  little  willow  wren. 


'Twas  but  a  bird — yet  not  the  less 
It  had  its  dark  day  of  distress, 
It's  night  of  wakefulness  and  pain. 
Wherein  it  mourned  it's  dead  in  vain 
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"  We  had  one  day — 

One  summer  day, 
But  now  our  birds 

Are  gone  away. 
We  did  not  dream 

Of  danger  nigh — 
A  cruel  hawk 

Came  swooping  by, 
O  green,  green  leaves  ! 

Ye  could  not  hide 
Our  little  nest — 

'Twas  soon  descried. 
Our  birds  are  dead — 

Oh  ravished  nest ! 
Our  joys  are  fled 

We  cannot  rest. 
Oh,  summer  day  ! 

Oh,  summer  day  ! 
You  mock  our  grief. 

You  need  not  stay. 
Stay  not,  sweet  light — 

With  us  'tis  night : 
A  thousand  birds 

Sing  unto  Heaven, 
But  songs  to  us 

No  more  are  given  !  " 
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And  other  songs  I  listened  as  I  lay, 

But  time  would  fail  me  of  them  all  to  tell ; 

The  plover  plaintive  cried  from  far  away 
And  the  blue-bonnet  rang  its  tiny  bell. 

The  doves  were  cooing  softly  in  the  grove  ; 
The  gaudy  chaffinch  sang  unto  his  love  ; 
The  linnet  bounded  through  the  scented  air, 
And  trilled  a  simple  lay — without  compare  : 
Then  all,  with  sudden  burst,  a  chorus  sang, 
And  wildly  musical  the  medley  rang. 
It  rang  across  the  glen — down  by  the  river. 
And  the  air  vibrated  with  joyous  quiver. 
It  rang  across  the  lawn,  and  in  the  brake  ; 
It  rang  until  it  rang  the  world  awake  ; 
It  wakened  from  their  dreams  earth's  drowsysons, 
And  to  the  heavens  arose  their  orisons. 

.        •         •         .     •    • 
The  summer  lies  dethroned  and  dead. 

The  flowers  are  dead  as  well. 
There  is  no  dew  upon  the  grass — 

No  singing  in  the  dell ; 
Adown  the  silent  wood  the  wind 

Sweeps  with  a  dreary  moan, 
A  robin  sits  upon  a  bough 

And  sings  alone — alone. 
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Esther  Bell 

I  was  dreaming  of  Esther — Esther  Bell : 

Ah,  the  days  of  my  youth  have  passed  as  well ; 

I  sit  alone  in  the  deep'ning  gloom, 

And  a  shadow  flits  through  the  empty  room — 

Empty  of  all  but  my  thoughts  and  me. 

And  the  shadow  that  flits  through  the  gloom  is 

she; 
Then  the  shadow  takes  a  shape  I  know, 
And  she  comes  to  me  as  in  the  long  ago. 

She  comes  to  me  clad  in  virgin  white. 
With  an  airy  footstep — joyous  and  light  ; 
And  the  gloom  is  gone  and  the  twilight  flies. 
Before  the  light  of  her  sweet,  sweet  eyes. 
She  had  not  rank,  nor  fame,  nor  wealth, 
But  she  was  radiant  in  youth  and  health. 
And  she  was  rich  in  a  sweet,  sweet  face. 
And  a  light,  lithe  form  of  wondrous  grace. 
And  I  knew  by  the  calm,  bright  look  in  her  eyes. 
That  her  spirit  was  often  away  in  the  skies. 

I  have  heard  that  in  every  house  there's  hid 
A  skeleton,  kept  under  lock  and  lid — 
A  skeleton  none  but  those  may  see 
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Who  own  the  house  and  have  got  the  key. 

I  have  heard  that  there's  known  to  all  human 

hearts 
A  spectre  form  which  never  departs, 
A  spectre  which  falls  between  us  and  the  light, 
And  haunts  our  footsteps  by  day  and  night. 
By  Esther's  side,  no  shadow  walked. 
No  spectre  in  her  footsteps  stalked, 
As  bright  as  a  bird  and  as  blithe  was  she, 
And  the  ring  of  her  laughter  was  music  to  me. 

Beautiful  Esther— Esther  Bell  !— 

You  are  gone,  and  my  youth  is  gone  as  well ; 

But  oh,  to  think  that  you  might  have  been 

Queen  of  my  home,  in  my  heart  a  queen  ! 

I  think  of  you  still  with  the  old,  old  smart. 

Though  our  lives  so  long  have  lain  apart ; 

Women  are  many,  but  Esthers  few. 

And  they  never  forget  who  have  once  loved  you ! 

The  wound  was  deep  and  the  wound  was  wide. 
And  it  could  not  have  healed  had  I  stayed  by 

your  side, 
I  chance  to  hear  of  you  now  and  then. 
But  perhaps  I  shall  never  see  you  again  ; 
Far  asunder  our  paths  have  strayed, 
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You  are  out  in  the  sunshine  and  I'm  in  the  shade ; 
You  are  charming  all  hearts  with  your  winsome 

bloom, 
And  I  am  alone  in  my  grandeur  and  gloom. 

In  my  waking  dreams  I  used  to  see 

A  face  that  was  fair  as  face  could  be. 

And  I  in  my  rapture  was  wont  to  say, 

If  that  face  with  its  owner  should  come  my 

way— 
'Twas  before  I  saw  you,  Esther  Bell — 
That  the  face  should  be  mine  and  its  owner  as 

well. 
Esther,  Esther,  long  ago 
I  saw  you  sit  in  the  sunset  glow. 
Your  hair  in  the  sunset  golden  gleamed. 
And  your  face  was  the  face  of  which  I  dreamed. 
And  I  saw  in  the  light  of  your  brown,  brown 

eyes, 
The  link  in  our  future  destinies. 

Swiftly,  swiftly  the  hours  went  by. 

And  ever  by  Esther's  side  was  I ; 

Esther,  Esther,  you  loved  me  well. 

And  how  I  have  loved  you  I  never  may  tell. 

But  you  loved  me  under  a  great  mistake, 
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For  I  never  had  told  you  of  Gertrude  Blake. 
Ah,  had  you  only  had  wealth  and  rank, 
For  from  aught  plebeian  my  blue  blood  shrank. 
And  withal  my  pledge  I  could  not  break 
When  my  troth  was  plighted  to  Gertrude  Blake. 

Esther,  Esther  long  ago 

The  gleam  is  past  and  the  golden  glow  ; 

No  sunset  glow  for  me  survives 

In  the  clouds  which  hang  o'er  our  severed  lives— 

The  lives  which  I  severed  at  one  rude  blow 

When  I  whispered  "  Esther,  I  must  go  ; 

These  pleasant  hours  no   more  may  be, 

For  a  high-born  lady  is  waiting  for  me  ; 

'Twere  too  sweet  to  stay — you  too  well  know 

why. 
But  it  may  not  be — dear,  dear.  Good-bye  !  " 

She  stood  with  a  look  of  sad  surprise. 
And  shadows  darkened  her  brown,  brown  eyes. 
And  there  came  to  her  face  a  grey,  wan  look. 
And  there  fell  from  her  lips  a  soft  rebuke  : — 
"  You  should  not  have  been  as  you  were  with 

me. 
Unless  your  hand  and  your  heart  had  been  free. 
Good-bye, — as  a  friend  I  will  think  of  you, 
And  do  you  in  the  future  be  strong  and  true." 

(94) 


Sorrowful  Esther — Esther  Bell ! — 

How  could  I  hear  you  say  farewell  ? 

How  could  I  see  you  go  out  from  the  door, 

Nor  cry,  "  I  am  yours  and  for  evermore  ?  " 

Your  look  that  day  I  shall  ne'er  forget. 

As  I  saw  you  there  then  I  see  you  yet, 

I  see  how  pale  your  pearly  cheek, 

And  your  eyes  how  strange,  and  dark,  and  meek. 

Your  tearless  eyes  I  think  I  see. 

For  you  turned  as  you  went  and  looked  at  me — 

You  looked  but  once  and  went  away. 

And  I  know  I  was  more  than  mad  to  say — 

"  She  has  neither  rank  nor  fame  nor  wealth. 

And  I  did  not  well  to  love  her  by  stealth : 

What  I  have  done  were  it  well  to  undo. 

Since  it  is  not  the  custom  to  wed  with  two." 

Parting  from  Esther — Esther  Bell, 
I  know  I  was  bound  by  a  fatal  spell. 
For  in  silence  I  let  her  turn  and  go 
Though  the  light  went  out  of  my  life  below. 
Fleetly,  fleetly  the  glad  hours  fly 
When  the  one  that  we  love  is  always  nigh. 
Slowly  and  sluggishly  passes  the  day. 
When  the  one  whom  we  love  is  far  away. 
No  tidings  of  Esther  could  I  hear, 
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And  I  saw  her  no  more  for  a  long,  long  year, 
But  regret  for  the  days  would  darkly  rise 
When  I  basked  in  the  light  of  her  sweet,  sweet 
eyes. 

Dolefully  went  the  drear  months  by, 
And  my  wedding  day  was  drawing  nigh. 
But  I  was  not  sufficiently  skilled  in  the  art. 
Of  giving  my  hand  without  my  heart ; 
People  were  struck  by  my  wayward  mood, 
Ah,  its  cause  how  little  they  understood  ! 
"  How  odd  such  fits  of  gloom  to  take, 
When  engaged  to  a  girl  like  Gertrude  Blake  !  " 

Gertrude  took  note  of  my  curt  replies, 

And  the  absent,  far-off  look  in  my  eyes. 

She  rallied  me  on  my  wilful  ways. 

And  the  doleful,  downcast  look  in  my  face  ; 

She  said,  "  Are  you  tired  so  soon  of  me 

And  bewailing  the  days  you  were  happy  and 

free  ? 
The  truth  to-day  you  shall  truly  tell, 
For  I've  grown  suspicious  of  Esther  Bell !  " 
At  Gertrude's  feet  I  cast  me  down. 
Resolved  to  abide  her  sneer  or  frown  ; 
I  told  her  my  tale  from  first  to  last, 
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And  my  future  fate  on  her  judgment  cast ; 

She  listened  to  all  I  had  to  tell, 

And  then  sent  me  back  to  Esther  Bell. 

She  said,  "  Had  you  only  trusted  me, 

Long  ago  I'd  have  set  you  free  ; 

The  least  desire  I  have  not  got 

To  claim  a  hand  where  a  heart  is  not. 

Go,  and  from  Esther  learn  your  fate. 

And  I  hope,  for  your  sake,  it  is  not  too  late  ; 

I  know  how  steadfast  she  is  and  true, 

But  would  she  be  wise  to  love  none  but  you  ? 

And  if  you  find  that  you  own  no  more 

The  true,  true  heart  that  was  yours  before, 

Remember  that  I,  who  have  loved  you  as  well. 

Am  lost  to  you,  even  as  Esther  Bell." 

Faintly  and  mournfully,  "  Esther  Bell  " 
The  winds  were  whispering,  "  Fare  thee  well  "  ; 
Why  did  they  take  such  a  sorrowful  tone, 
As  I  went  to  claim  her,  my  own — my  own  ? 
I  sought  her  at  home,  but  she  was  not  there, 
She  was  out  in  the  garden,  or  grounds,  some- 
where, 
I  sought  her  in  hope  and  I  sought  her  in  fear. 
Would  she  coldly  ask  me  what  brought  me  here, 
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Or  come  to  meet  me  with  glad  surprise, 
And  the  old,  sweet  look  in  her  brown,  brown 
eyes  ? 

I  was  tearing  her  fuchsias  stalk  from  stalk 
When  Esther  came  up  the  garden  walk  ; 
There  was  in  her  mien  a  soft  repose, 
And  she  wore  in  her  hair  a  white,  white  rose, 
She  did  not  flush,  nor  pale,  nor  start, 
Though  I  was  near  choked  with  the  throbs  of 

my  heart, 
But  she  gave  me  her  hand  as  quietly 
As  if  she  had  seen  me  but  yesterday, 
And  I  felt  ere  she  spoke,  I  was  never  to  be 
Aught  to  her,  or  she  aught  to  me  : 
But  I  thought  in  her  eyes  I  could  read  regret, 
For  she  was  not  of  those  who  will  lightly  forget. 

I  told  her  my  every  hope  and  fear — 

How  I  had  suffered  a  long,  long  year. 

How  my  heart  was  hers  and  my  hand  was  free, 

And  this  is  what  Esther  answered  me — 

"  Ah,  if  I  had  but  known  to  wait ! 

You  have  only  come  to  come  too  late  ; 

For  one  who  has  loved  me  all  his  life 

Has  lately  asked  me  to  be  his  wife  : 
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This  is  his  ring  that  you  see  me  wear, 
And  this  is  his  rose  that  I  have  in  my  hair  ; 
And  in  a  month,  if  no  ill  betide, 
It  seems  that  I  am  to  be  a  bride." 

"  Answer  me,  Esther — Esther  Bell ! 

Say  if  you  love  him  half  as  well 

As  you  love  the  one  from  whom  to-day, 

For  his  by-gone  errors  you  turn  away. 

Esther,  Esther,  you  love  me  yet. 

For  you  are  not  the  one  to  soon  forget ; 

You  are  strong  and  true,  but  it  would  be  weak 

To  cloud  two  lives  for  a  moment's  pique." 

She  laid  on  my  arm  a  fairy  hand, 

By  a  ruby  ring  was  a  finger  spanned  ; 

She  looked  at  me  with  her  sweet,  sweet  eyes. 

Where  I  read  the  truth  without  disguise  ! 

"  My  words  and  my  looks  you  were  wont  to 

believe, 
Now,  believe  me  that  I  have  no  heart  to  give  ; 
But  my  love  and  my  friendship  are  not  o'er. 
Though  the  heart  that  was  yours  is  yours  no 

more, 
Dear  friend,  as  a  friend  I  shall  still  love  you, 
But  I'll  trust  to  the  one  who  has  always  been 

true." 
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A  clasp  of  her  hand  and  that  was  all, 

But  the  earth  was  a  grave  and  the  skies  were  a 

pall, 
And  I  saw  one  stand  at  the  arbour  door 
Who  claimed  her  his  and  for  evermore. 

This  was  my  parting  with  Esther  Bell, 
And  how  I  have  loved  her  I  never  may  tell ; 
I  never  have  told,  but  I  think  she  knew 
When  she  gave  me  her  hand  at  that  last  adieu  ; 
Her  sweet,  sweet  eyes,  so  brown  and  meek, 
Were  speaking  the  words  she  would  not  speak  ', 
Dark'ning  with  pity,  and  deep'ning  with  love. 
They  might  have  belonged  to  an  angel  above. 

It  is  said  that  with  loving  friendship  ends — 

That  those  who  were  lovers  can  never  be  friends. 

And  I  think  of  a  truth,  it  must  be  so. 

For  we  who  were  lovers  long  ago. 

Though  the  sun  of  our  love  has  so  long  been  set. 

In  the  moonlight  of  friendship  have  never  met. 

I  feel  it  hard,  but  I  know  it  is  best, 

For  absence  is  better  by  far  than  unrest. 

Esther — no  longer  Esther  Bell — 

Is  gone,  and  my  youth  is  gone  as  well ; 
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Grey  hairs  are  crowning  me  here  and  there, 
But  they  tell  me  that  she  is  just  as  fair 
As  the  day  I  turned  from  the  arbour  door, 
And  saw  her  as  Esther  Bell  no  more. 
They  tell  me  that  on  through  the  world  she  goes, 
And  tempests  break  not  her  sweet  repose  ; 
That  the  world  affords  her  tribute  meet, 
And  flowers  spring  where  she  sets  her  feet ; 
That  she  has  chosen  the  better  part, 
And  the  light  that  lightens  her  own  true  heart 
Shines  in  each  phase  of  her  noble  life — 
The  true,  tried  friend  and  the  loving  wife. 

Esther,  Esther,  fare  you  well, 

Sorrows  may  darken  your  path  as  well, 

But  you'll  lean  on  the  one  who  has  always  been 

true, 
And  your  sweet,  strong  spirit  will  carry  you 

through. 
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